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able. With him she would have everything she wanted
except—what Francis could give her. And it was one or
the other—not both, as she had thought it might be. She
had once crossed the ' striding edge ' on Helvellyn, with a
precipice on one side and a precipice on the other, and
herself, doubting down which to fall, in the middle. She
hadn't fallen, and—she supposed—she wouldn't now !
One didn't, if one kept one's head !
Coffee was brought; and she sat, smoking, on the sofa.
Her knowledge of private rooms taught her that she was
now as alone with her betrothed as money could make
them. How would he behave ?
He threw his cigar away, and sat down by her side.
This was the moment to rise and tell him that he was no
longer her betrothed. His arm went round her, his lips
sought her face. " Mind my dress ; it's the only decent
one I've got."
And, suddenly, not because she heard a noise, but
because her senses were not absorbed like his, she perceived
a figure in the open diorway. A woman's voice said :
" Oh ! I beg your pardon ; I thought	" Gone !
Marjorie Ferrar started up.
" Did you see that young woman ? "
"Yes.    Damn her!"
" She's shadowing me."
" What ? "
" I don't know her, and yet I know her perfectly. She
had a good look at me down-stairs, when I was waiting."
MacGown dashed to the door and flung it open. Nobody
was there ! He shut it, and came back.
" By heaven ! Those people, I'll—! Well, that ends it!
Marjorie, I shall send our engagement to the papers to-
morrow."
Marjorie  Ferrar,  leaning  her  elbows   on   the  mantel-

